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ning, but at the next turning of all on your left; marrie 
at the verie next turning,turnc of no hand,but turn down 
indire&lic to the Jems houfe. 

Coh, Be Gods fonties ’twill be a hard vvaie to hit,can 
you tell me whether one Launcelep that dwels with him, 
dwell with him or no. 

L*.un> Talkcyouof yong Mafter Lamcelet , marke 
me now, now will I raife the waters ; talke you of yong 
Maiftcr Lamcelet} 

Gob, No Maifter fir, but a poorc mans fonne, his Fa¬ 
ther though I lay’c is an honeft exceeding poore man, 
and God be thanked well to liue. 

Lan, Well,let his Father be what a will, wee talke of 
yong Maiftcr Lamcelet . 

Golf, Your worfhips friend and Lamer let. 

Lam ,But Ipraie you ergo old man t ergo 1 befeech you, 
talke you of yong Maiftcr Lamcelet. 

Cjob. Of Lamcelet ,ant pleafe your maifterfhip. 

Lan.Srgo Maiftcr Lancelot, talke not ot maiftcr Lance - 

Father,tor the yong gentleman according to fate* and 
deftinies,and fuchodde fayings,the fillers three,& fuch 
branches of learning, is indeede deccafcd, or as you 
would fay in plaine tearmcs,gonc to heauen. 

Cjob, Marrie God forbid, the boy was the vcric ftaffe 
of my age,my verie prop. 

Lati, Do I look like a cudgeil or ahoucll-poft,a flaffe 
or a prop: doe you know me Father. 

Coir Alacke the day, 1 know you not yong Gentle¬ 
man,but I praie you tell me,is my boy God reft his fcule 

aliueor dead. 

Lan . Doe you not know me Father. 

Cob. Alacke fir I am fand blmde,I know you not. 

Lan. Nay, indeede if you had your eics you might 
f^ile of the knowing me: it is a wife Father thac knowes 
his owne childe. Well,old man,I will tell you newes of 
your fon,giue me your blefiing,truth will come to light, 
murder cannot be hid long,a mans fonne may,but in the 
end truth will out. 

Gob. Praic you fir {land \p, I amfurcyou are not 
Lance let my boy. 

Lan. Praie you let’s haue no more fooling about 
it, butgiue mcc your blefling : I am Lancelet your 
boy that was, your lbnnc chat is, your childe that 
(hall be. 

Gob . I cannot thinke you are my fonne. 

Lan . I know not what I (hall thinke of chat: but I am 
Lancelet the Ierves man,and I am fure Margene your wife 
is my mother. 

Gob. Her name is ALargerieindccdc, lie be fworneif 
thou be Lancelet, thou art mine owne flefh and blood: 
Lord worfliipt might he be,what a beard haft thou got; 
thou haft got more naive on thy chin, then Dobbin my 
philhorfe h as on his taile. 

Lan. It fhould feeme then that Dobbins taile 
growes backevvard. I am fure he had more haire of his 
taile then I haue of my face when I loft faw him. 

Gob . Lord how art thou chang’d: how dooft thou 
and thy Mafter agree,l haue brought him a prefent;how 
grccyou now? 

Lan . Well,well,but for mine owne part,as I haue fet 
vp my reft torunawaie, lb I will not reft till I haue run 
foms ground ; my Maiftcr’s a verie lew, giuehim a pre- 
fent, giue him a halter, 1 am famifht in his feruicc. You 
may tell eueric finger I haue with my ribs : Father I am 
glad you are come, giue me your prefent to one Maiftcr 
Bajfanio, who indeede giues rare new Liuorics, ifl ferue 


not h\m,I will run as far as God has anie gromxTo^ 
fortune,hcre comes the man, tohimpather, htU 

ifl ferue the leva anie longer. n 

Enter Baffanio with a follower or two. 

Bajf. You may doe fo, but let it be fo hafted th 
fupperbe readie at the fartheft by fiuc of the clock 3 ' 
fee thefe Letters deliuered, put the Liucries to ma [ 
ing, and defire. Gratiano to come anoncto myUj 
ing. S' 

Lan. To him Father. 

Gob . God blefleyour worfhip. 

Baff. Gramcrcie,would’ft thou ought with me 

Gob. Here’s my fonne fir,a poore boy. 

Lan. Not a poore boy fir,but the rich Iewes man tha 
would fir as my Father (ball fpccifie. 

Gob . He hath a great infection fir, as one would f 
to ferue. a 5 

Lan. Jndeedetheflaort and the long is, I ferueth 
Ieiv^ud haue a defire as my Father (hall fpecific. ' 1 

Gob. His Maifter and be(fauing your worfhips rcuc . 
rcncc)are icarcc cacercotins. 

Lan. Tobebriefe, the verie truth is, that the 
hauing done me wrong, doth caufc me as my Father be 
ing i hope an old man fhall frutifie vnto you. 

Gob. I haue here a difh of Doues that I wouldbcfto* 
vpon your worfhip,and my fuite is. 

Lan, In verie briefe, the fuite is impertinent tomt 
felfc,3s your worfhip fhall know by this honeft oldman 
and chough I fay it, though old man,yet poore man my 
Father. * 

Bajf. One fpeakc for both,wha: would you ? 

Lax. Serueyoufir. 

Gob That is the verie defeft of the matter fir. 

Bajf. I know thee well,thou haft obtain’d thy fuite, 
Shylocke thy Maifter fpoke with me this daic. 

And hath prefer’d thee,if it be preferment 
To leaue a rich Iewes ieruice,to become 
The follower of fopoore a Gentleman,. 

Clo. The old prouerbe is verie well parted betweene 
my Matter Shylocke and youlir, you haue the grace of 
God fir,and he hath enough. 

Baff. Thou fpeak’ft it well; go Father with thy Sob, 
Take leaue of thy old Maifter,and enquire 
My lodging out, giue him a Liuerie 
More garded then his fellowes *. fee it done. 

Clo. Father in,I cannot get a feruice,no, I haue acre 
a tongue in my head, well: if anie man in Italie haue 3 
fairer table which doth offer to fwearcvponabooke, I 
fhall haue good fortune; goe too, here’s*^ fimplc line 
of life^ here’s a fmall trifle of wiues, alas,fifteenewiuc$ 
is nothing, a leuen widdowes and nine maidesisafim. 
plecomminginforoneman, and then tofeapedrow- 
ning thrice, and to be in perill of my life with the edge 
of a featherbed, here are Ample lcapes: well, if Fortune 
be a woman, flic’s a good wench for this gere: Father 
come,He take my leaue of the lew in the twinkling. 

Exit Clem. 

Baff. I praie thee good Leonardo thinke on this, 
Thcle things being bought and orderly beftowed 
Returne in hade,for I doe feaft to night 
My beft efteemd acquaintance,hie thee goe 

Leon .My beft endeuors (hall be done herein .ExitU 
Enter Gratiano. 

Gra, Where’s your Maifter. 

Leon. Yonder 
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to 


Ifon. Yonder fir he walkes. 

Gra. Signior Taffamo. 

Jiaf. Gratiano. . 

Gra . I haue a fute to you. 

^'Balf. Why then you muft •• but heare the? Gratiano , 
Thou art to wilde.co rude, and bold ofvoyce. 

Parts that become thee happily enough 
and in fuch eyes as ours-appearenot faults; 

Rut where they are noc kno wnc, why there they ftiow 
Something too libcraJl, pray thee: take paine 
To allay wuth fome cold drops ot modeftie 
Thy skipping fpiritjleaft through thy wilde behauiour 
ibemifeonfterdin the place I goe to, 

Andloofe my hopes. 

Gra. Signor BaJjanio^hcMe me, 

Ifl doe not put on a fober habite, r 

Talke with refped,and ivveare but now and than, 

Weare prayer bookes in my pockec.looke demurely, 
Nay more, while grace is faying hood mine eyes 
phus with my hat. and figh 3 nd fay Amen: 

Vie all the obferuance of ciuillitie 

Like one well ftudied in a lad oftenc 

To pleale his Grandam,ncucr cruft me more. 

Baf Well.we fliall ice your bearing. 

g r a. Nay but I barre to night,you fliall noc gage me 
By what we doe to night. 

Baf. No that were pictic, 

I would intreate you rather to put on 

Your boldeft fuite of mirth,for we haue friends 

Thac purpole merriment: but far you well, \ , 

I haue fomebufinefle. 

Gra. And I muft to Lorenfo and the reft. 

But wc will vifite you at 1upper time. 

Enter lejfica and the (jlowne. 


I 


Exeunt. 


Ief. I anvforry thou wilt leaue my Father fo, 

Our houfe is hell,and thou a merrie diuell 
Did’ft rob it of fome tafte of tedioufnefle; 

But far thee well,there is a ducat for thee. 

And Lancelet , foonc at {upper flialt thou fee 
Lorenzo ,who is thy newMaifters gueft, 

Giue him this Letter,doe it fecrecly, 

And fo farwell: I would not haue my Father 
Sec me talke with thee. 

Clo. Adue,tcarcs exhibit my tongue,moft beautifull 
^gan, moft fwcece lew,if a Chriftian doe noc play the 
maueand get thee.I am much dccciucd; but adue,thcfc 
foolifh drops doe fomewhat drowne my manly fpirit: 

jduc - exit. 

Ief. Farewell good Lancelet. 

Alacke,what hainous hone is it in me 
Tobeafhamcdtobemy Father* childe, 
lut though lama daughter to his blood, 

’ am not to his manners: O Lorenzo, 

fthou keepe promife I (hall end this ftrife, 

lecomc a Chriftian,and thy louing wife. Exit . 

Gratiano ,Lorenx.o,$lari»o ,and Salanio. 

n-c -r N * y ’ we W '^ ^ in ^ c away in (upper time, 

1 guife vs at my lodging,and returne a}l jti an houre. 

c ," aue not •nadegood preparation. 
bai. We haue not fpoke vs yet of Totch-bcarers. 


Sol. Tis vile vnlofle it may be quaintly ordered. 

And better in my mindenot vndertooke. 

Lor. ’Tis now but foure of clock, we haue two hotlrcs 
Tofurnifh v*;friend Lancelet what’s the newes. 

Enter Lancelet with a Leu or. 

Lan. And it (hall pleafe you to breaks vp this, fliall it 
feeme to fignifie. 

Lor. I know the hand,in faith ’tis a fairc hand 
And whiter then the paper it writ on, 

I the taire hand that writ. 

Gra. Loue newes in faith. 

Lan. By your leaue (ir. 

Lor. Whither goeftthouf 
Lan. Marry fir to bid my old Mafter the lew to fup 
to night with my new Mafter the Chriftian. 

Lor. Hold here,cake this,tell gentle lejfica 
I will not faile hcr,fpeake it priuacely; 

Go Gentlemen, will you prepare you for this Maske to 
night, 

I am prouided of a Torch-bearer. Exit.Clowne. 

Sal. I marry,ile be gone about it ftra t. 

Sol. And fo will I. 

Lor. Meete me and Gratiane at Gratianos lodging 
Some houre hence. & 

Sal. ’Tis good we do fo* 

Gra. Wasnottlm Letter from fmelejjlca} 

Lor. I muft ncedes tell thee all,(he hath directed 
How I (hall take her from her Fathers houfe, 

Wfiat gold and iewels (lie is furnilht with. 

What Pages fuite (he hath in readinefle: 

I fere the lew her Father come to heauen. 

It will be for his gentle daughters fake; 

And ncuer dare misfortune erode her foote, 

Vnlefle (he doe it vnder this cxcufe, 
ThacflieisiiruetoafaithkiFe/tw: 

Come goe with me,pervfe this as thou goeft, 
Faire/c^aftiall be my Torch-bcarer. \ 


Exit. 


Exit. 


Enter Iew y and hU man that woe theClewne. 


lew. Well,thou fhall fee,thy eyes fhall be thy iudge 
The difference of old Shylocke and Bajfanic; & * 

What lejfica, thou fhalc not gurmancize 
As thou haft done with me : what lejfica ? 

And fleepc 3 and fnore.and rend apparrell out. 

Why lejfica I fay. 

C 1 *. Why lejfica. 

Shy. Who,bids thee call ? I do not bid thee call. 
Clo. Your worfhip was wont to tell me 

I could doe nothing without bidding. 

Enter lejfica, 

lef. Call you? what is your will? 

Shy. I am bid forth to iupper lejfica. 

There are my Keyes: but wherefore fhould I go? 

I am not bid for loue,they flatter me, 

But yet He goe in hate,to feedc vpon 
The prodigall Chriftian. 1ejftca my girle, 

Lookc to my houfe, I am right loath to goe. 

There is fome ill a bruing towards my reft. 

For I did dreame of money bags to night. 

Clo, I befeech you fir goc,my yong Mafter 
Doth expert your reproach. 

Shy. So doe I his, 

Clo. And they haue confpircd together, I will not fay 
you fliall fee a Maske, bur if you doe, then it was not for 
nothing that roy nole fell a bleeding on blackemond.y 

P laft. 


































































